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MARY STUART.            ACT i.

Mary Beaton.                               Ay, surely well

To keep that back you did not ill to write.

Mary Stuart I think so, and again I think not; yet
The best I did was bid thee burn it.   She,
That other Bess I mean of Hardwkk, hath
Mixed with her gall the fire at heart of hell,
And all the mortal medicines of the world
To drug her speech with poison; and God wot
Her daughter's child here that I bred and loved,
Bess Pierpoint, my sweet bedfellow that was,
Keeps too much savour of her grandam's stock
For me to match with Nau; my secretary
Shall with no slip of hers engraft his own,
Begetting shame or peril to us all
From her false blood and fiery tongue; except
I find a mate as meet to match with him
For truth to me as Gflbert Curie hath found,
I will play Tudor once and break the banns,
Put on the feature of Elizabeth
To frown their hands- in sunder.

Mary Beaton.                           Were it not

Some tyranny to take her likeness on
And bitter-tearted grudge of matrimony
For one and not his brother secretary,
Forbid your Frenchman's, banns for jealousy
And grace your English with such liberal love
As Barbara fails not yet to find of you
Since she writ Curie for Mowbray? and herein
There shows no touch of Tudor in your mood
More than its wont is; which indeed is nought;   '